Tbfi wofl lament aUc T rage St 

And nsakcthcm know what tis to let a Queens 
Kneele in the ftrccte*, and beg for grace in vaine* 

Come, come, fweet Eroperour, (come A>tdromcHs ) 

Take vp this goodold man, and chcere the heart, 

T hat dies in t empeft of thjr angry frowne. 

lOftg, Rife r»//«,rife,my Empreffc hath preuaild. 

Thus, Ithankeyour maicftie.andhcrmy Lord. 

Thefe words, thefc lookes.infufcncwlifc in me* 

Tamer a, TiVw I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily. 

And liTuft aduife the Emperourfor his good. 

This day all quarrels die 
Andletitbcmine honotirgoidmv Lord, 

That I haiie reconcil’d your friends and yon. 

For you Prince I haue pall 

My wordand promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mildc and traftablc* | 

And fearc not Lords : and you 1 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees, 

You fliall askc pardon of his Maicflie. 

Alt, We doe, and vow to heauen, and to his highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly as we might, 

Tendring our lifters honour and our owne. 

CMarc, T hat ori mine honour heere Ido proteft. 

Kine. Away and talkc not, trouble vs no more. 
7 "< 2 iwoyA.Nay,nay, fweet iimperour, we muft all be friends 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King, Marcus, for thy fake and thy brothers heere, 
And^t my loucly Tamoras intreats, 

1 doc remit tbefe young mens hay nous faults, 

Stand vp : Lauinia, though you left me like a churle, 

1 found a friend, and furcasdeath I fwore, 

1 would not partaBatchiler from the prisft, ^ 


ofTtmAnhonkm] 

IftheEmperours court canfeafttwoBridcs^ 

You arcroy and your friends ; 

TbisdaylhallbcaloHe-day 

Titus Tomorrow anditplealcyourMaieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with roc, 

With home and hound, wcele giueyour grace bon tour, 
Smrtt, Be it fo Titus, and gramercy to. Ex 

fo»r>dTrumpets,ma»et Meere, 

Aren, Now climeth T mora Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes Ihot, and fits aloft. 

Secure of thunders craf keor lightning flafti, 

Aduanc^d abouepalcenuiesthreatning reach. 

As when the golden funne falutes the roornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops thcZodiacke in his diftering coach. 

And oucr-lookcs the higheft piering hills. 


So T amor a. 

Vpoh her wit doth earthly honour waitc. 

And vertueftoopesaud trembles at her frowne, 
Then v^roBarme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 
Tomountaloftwiththy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fcttred in amorous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Arons ch arming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tide to Caucasus. 


Away with flauifli weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and ftiinc in pearle and gold. 

To waite vpon this new made Emperclle. 

To wakefaid 1 ? to wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddcflc,thi'sSemerirais, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will chartnc ^ovats Saturnine, 
And fcchislhipwracke,and hisCommon-weales, 
Hollo, what ftorme is this f 

Enter ^biren and Demetrius htauiug. 
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